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successful person. They do not see that as I am a totally uneducated and
self-made man, it is a reflection on their education."
"Yet you have always preferred the Fabians, a highly educated lot,
to the Social Democratic Federation proletarians!"
"Then/' he answered quickly, "you haven't heard what Wells called
the Fabians: liars, tricksters, blackguards!  I maintain that the only
permanently valuable education is the aesthetic ""education."
"And that can't be taught," I maintained.
"I know, I wanted to be an artist, nothing less than a Michelangelo,
but after a little discouragement at the art school I gave it up. I am very
easily discouraged. What I can't do well straight away, I give up,"
"How fortunate that you had not become an artist. You might have
been a poor man and certainly not have been invited to distribute prizes
to successful little boys and girls."
"I don't know ... I would have made art pay . . .."
"By flattering your sitters?" I suggested.
"I was born without a bump1 of reverence. But I would have got
round that somehow."
"I have been reading George Moore again
"Never listen to an Irishman," he warned me. I smiled and reached
out for jthe-took from the side table by the window. Shaw swung his
foot mischievously as I read to him a passage:
" 'Hail, therefore to the thrice glorious virtue injustice ! What care I
that some millions of wretched Israelites died under Pharaoh's lash or
Egypt's sun? It was well that they died that I might have pyramids to
look on, or to fill a musing hour with wonderment. Is there one amongst
us who would exchange them for the lives of the ignominious slaves who
died? What care I that the virtue of some sixteen-year-old maiden was
the price paid for Ingres' "La Source." That the model died of drink and
disease in the hospital is nothing compared with the essential that I
should have "La Source," that exquisite dream of innocence to think of
till my good soul is sick with delight of the painter's holy vision.' "
G.B.S. threw back his head and laughed,
"When art and science," he said, "are opened up to persons not
qualified by philosophic moral training they are plunged into an abyss of
stupidity and cruelty from which nothing but outraged humanity can
rescue it."
I pointed out that the particular works which so delighted George
Moore were of no consequence and certainly did not deserve the*sacrifice